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RB" 1r said to the credit of the 

newspapers of New York, 
there was very little post-mortem 
gush in their estimates of the late 
Mayor, WiLLiAM J. Gaynor. ‘The Hearst 
papers, which had bitterly attacked Mayor Gay- 
NoR and his administration, had the decency to 
say nothing at all when his death occurred, a 
great improvement over their editorial course 
when President McKintey died. _The other 
newspapers did not seek to minimize the Mayor’s 
faults or shortcomings as they saw them, but 
discussed the GAYNoR temperament, his weak- 
nesses and his strength, very frankly and openly. 
It cannot be said that Mayor Gaynor ever 
toadied to newspapers or curried favor with 
them, so that the good words spoken 
of him were honest words, sincerely 
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@artoons and Comments 


pines, and good people ask the question: What 
is the United States going to do about it? 
Well, what zs the United States going to do? 
It is an interesting query. A 
understand it, is a being 
owned by another human being, his master. 
He is not free. He 
own initiative. His master may be good to 
him and treat him kindly; or he may be a 
Simon Legree sort of master and treat him 
cruelly. Slaves, except they are captives in a 
savage warfare, usually reach their condition 
of servitude through purchase; and their mas- 
ters in turn may sell them, if they so please. 
All this is contrary to the Constitution of the 
United States, which says very plainly in its 


slave, as we 


human who is 


may not act upon his 
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Thirteenth Amendment: «Neither slavery 
hor involuntary servitude, except as a punish- 
ment for crime whereof the party shall have 
been duly convicted, shall exist within the United 
States, or any place subject to their jurisdic- 
tion.” The Philippine Islands are undoubt- 
edly under the jurisdiction of the United 
States, and therefore slavery armong the Fili- 
pinos is as illegal as it would be in Alaska or 
Kentucky or Maine. sut—and the 
rub—the United States itself the 
Thirteenth Amendment, and perhaps the un- 
Filipinos never suspected — that 
they were doing anything wrong. ‘The Fili- 
pinos had nothing to say about casting their 
He 


money consideration, from Spain, 


here is 
Violates 


enlightened 


lot with Uncle Sam. bought them, for a 


when he might have taken them 





written. ‘There seems to be a 
general opinion among voters of all 
classes that Mayor Gaynor, as a 
candidate for re-election, would 
have grown more formidable as the 
campaign progressed, and it appears 
to be reasonably certain that he 
would have had the support of a 
majority of the metropolitan news- 
papers, even though they did not 
agree with every move he made, 
or approve altogether of his way of 
doing things. In fact, before the 
Mayor sailed, it was easy to find 
men who said: “I don’t like Gay- 
NOR personally, but I’m going to 
vote for him anyhow, because he 
has been Mayor.” ‘That in New 
York, a boss-ridden community, 
meant much. To be elected Mayor, 
is one thing. To de Mayor, is an- 
other and a vastly greater thing. 


‘“< 


Some very good people are getting 

very much agitated over the fact 
that human slavery exists in the 
Philippine Islands. Rumors to that 
effect began to crop out some time 





for nothing if he had wanted to. 
That was in 1898. Since then he 
has “owned” them against their 
will, or against the wiil of a goodly 
portion of them, and the fact that 
he has been a “kind master” and 
not a Simon Legree does not alter 
the fact that the Filipinos are not 
free, and not likely to be. The 
Constitution of the United States 
is an embarrassing document some- 
times. When the accredited repre- 
sentatives of Uncle Sam explain 
to the Filipinos that slavery is 
very, very wrong, and that every 
human being under the jurisdiction 
of the United States has a right to 
be free, they will naturally want to 
know why the United States itself 
holds the whole Philippine group 
in violation of that principle? 
Perhaps the Filipinos will then 
hear for the first time of those erni- 
nent legal authorities, Tweedledee 
and Tweedledum. 
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Coionet RooseveELt is going to 
South America to be gone 














ago, and lately these rumors have 
been confirmed. Human slavery 


does exist, it seems, in the Philip- 


THE Boss.— Don't be downhearted, dear. 


THE SILVER LINING. 





You still have me! 


for six months. While the Bull 
Moose is away, the Elephant will 
play — politics. 

















IF WISHES WERE HORSES. 


KNIGHT OF THE ROAD.—I wish I wuz in Mexico, Bill. 

His SQUIRE.—Wot fer? 

KNIGHT OF THE ROAD.—Oh, jest to get me transportation back ez 
an American citizen! 


A LETTER FROM CLEON. 
(From an Old Manuscript.) 


Y the gods, Xenophon, I think that of all the mental ills to 
which we Athenians are heir, the worst is our ambition to 
behave like fish. I have in mind swimming. Now that 
the foremost institute of learning in Athens has decreed 
that none of our youth shall receive a sheepskin unless he 
shall know how to propel his person through water, in 
= emulation of a cod or a haddock, the mania seems to have 
reached the farthest bound. 

’T is said that in case our young men should fall overboard, they 
would have better chance of saving their lives to the state. But where- 
fore, Xenophon, should they fall overboard, and why should they 
entrust themselves to a cockleshell? That is not the part of wisdom. 
Let them do so at Corinth, if they will; our youth should remember 
that, if the gods had wished them to live in the ocean, they would have 
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given them fins instead of hands. But it isnotso. Why, then, should 
they not be content to plant their feet firmly upon the earth, and have 
commerce with water only as a beverage and upon Saturday nights? 

And if you reply to me, O Xenophon, that it becometh necessary 
at times to traverse the deeps, upon business or the affairs of state, 
I admit it; but surely you know that in a great tempest, with the 
waves rolling mountain high and the sea all angry white, those men-fish 
would have no chance, in spite of all the proficiency at swimming they 
might have. No, not the chance of a snowball in Hades, as Aris- 
tophanes has wittily remarked. 

And is it not true that those who are drowned every year at our 
shores are almost invariably re- 

ported in the bulletins as 

being expert swimmers? In- 

deed, it seems so. May I 

not believe, then, that per- 

haps the very reason why my 
own death by drowning has 
not yet been reported is be- 

cause I cannot swim, and I 

take care, by the gods, not to 
permit myself to get into any 

greater expanse of water than 
my tub? It would so appear. 

I like fish, indeed, but I 
think them not such noble 
specimens of the handiwork of 
the creative gods as to wish to be 
one, or to be like one. And yet 
our greatest institutes of learning 
are including fishiveness in their 
curricula, and do lay such stress 
upon this matter that the study of Attic is all but slighted off, and hardly 
a youth can spell or write a good business letter. I am not a cynic, 
Xenophon—though there are worse things than to be dog-like, as the 
word imports— but I cannot help asking if the great institutes of learn- 
ing, supported by taxpayers’ money, had better not stick to the old 
studies and cease conducting themselves like an aquarium. 
Your ancient friend, 














ON THE HONEYMOON. 


THE BRIDEGROOM.— You can't fool me, 
darling! I’d know the touch of those 
fairy fingers anywhere! 


CLEON. 


NO DECEPTION. 


we D” N’T you solemnly promise to love, honor, and obey me, my dear?” 
“Yes, but the minister has known me all my life, and he knew I 
did n’t mean it.” 


WATCHING THE SACK RACE, 
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Woman OF 1903 (when skirts were full). — How ridiculously awkward! 
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WoMAN OF 1913 (when skirts are narrow).— How graceful! 





HOW MEN WHO TAKE THEIR 








NICE, NASTY TRUTH. 


“WIVES AND DAUGHTERS” TO THE NEW-STYLE DRAMA GO ABOUT IT. 
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PROFESSOR PURIST 
.— Take my wife and 


me as saying emphatically that I do 
take my wife and daughter to see those plays. 
should see them, sir! 


























“Get into your handcuffs and ball and chain, my dears. 
The carriage waits.”’ 
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“Come, my dears, get ready! Weare going to see ‘The Cesspool’ to-night.” 
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: ; We don't want to 
miss anything revolting, you know.” 
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“ Plenty of time after all. Just let your chains drag, my dears.” 


NOT PENNY WISE. 


rRECCA.—I don’t pelieve you lofe me. 
never think of anything but tollars. 
SILVERSTEIN (appealingly ).—Vould you vant 
a man dot vas all der time chanching his mindt? 


Miss Knox:—Pshaw! 
for some years yet. 


TOO SOON TO WORRY. 
iss SkArs.—Papa thinks I am too much of 


a child to marry. 





You won't be childish 


“*Keep your eyes on the stage, my dears. The second act is even better.” 


A ROMANTIC POINT. 


OUR eyes are my only books,” said the poet. 

‘‘ Blue-books are not interesting reading, 
she returned, softly. And he—well, 
he was glad her mamma had fallen asleep. 
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ANT to git board here for the winter, hey?” said a rural resident _ settin’ our old bull-terrier onto 
to a fastidious young gentleman who had been engaged to teach all the teachers that board here. 
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THE JUDGE’S CHARGE. 
DO YOU WONDER THAT JURIES DISAGREE? 


He has been talking for half-an-hour; this is the last five minutes: ‘* The law takes cognizance of such evidence only as is relevant to a 
deduction that is based on reason. Reason, on the other hand, terminates where evidence is not sufficient to sustain the State's case beyond a 
doubt. A reasonable doubt, therefore, may hold the defendant to be of doubtful character, and his motives, as well as the plaintiff's, may be 
of doubtful interpretation, as in the case of Gink versus Blink in the State of Connecticut, 1831, which the court has already referred to. But 
your obligation is to weigh well the evidence on both sides, and to enlist the wisdom of such eminent aut ‘orities as the court has read to you, 
in reaching a decision. A few points that were revealed in the testimony the court would specifically allude to: ‘ Neurasthenia,’ ‘previous 
character,’ ‘malicious intent,’ and ‘general deviltry,’ owing to a depreciation in the stock-market on the third day of February, 1913, at 
three minutes past two o'clock. In conclusion, the court would impress upon you your solemn duty toward the maintainance of the social 


bond, also to the individual on trial. You may now retire.”’ 





JEWELED CONSISTENCY. and Mary Jane, git off the back of the teacher’s chair; and, Jack, 

you better bring his hat back ’fore I give vou a good warmin’! ; 
“Yes, sir, mister, you'll find us 

plain sort o’ folks, and— 


Y way ’s the best by far,’’ said Smith; 
“No, mine’s the best,’ said Jones. 
And then they argued long and loud 





. : rou and Z ae rtmoro | 
In high, persistent tones. I m, if you and Zed don’t stop WAY y | \4 i 
stickin’ pins into the teacher, Garin kt | 
1 : \ By} 
— : , notlet you s wi l « il 
Smith said he could not be convinced : | 1 tlety —— ee nase ~ ' 1} bow 
: ; e -omes >to é } \ 
If Jones should talk all night ; we — ae comes here to Doart Tino 
“You see, mister, the boys 


And Jones insisted Smith was wrong, 


: ak ‘ two at z | 
And only he was right. they take turn about, tapers 2 || 
time, a-sleepin’ with the | 
. teachers ‘ 0% re B \ | 
And when they parced, each proclaimed —— that ‘ board _ here, yee} 
The other was a fool; and—— Sill’ | see you ) \ 
. be ° ] in’ t ag > i 
And Jones adopted Smith’s device, I we that oot we asl hn / oq) 
And Smith tried Jones’s rule. teacher's Coat-tal, Give — | Ba \ 
, ; a rap over the head, teacher! * 
J. P. Denison. . es wo } 
_ Here, you, Buck, you jist ga ae | 
and tie that bull-terrier up Ny 
agin! You see, the boys x 


HE DID N'T COME BACK. they’ve got a little trick of Ja) 





wr te 3 


the winter school in that district. ‘“ Well, I guess we can ’commodate you = What'll you bet Buck can’t down BITTER-SWEET. 
if you’re a mind to jist sort o’ take things as they come. We don’t put — ye twotimes out’n threeina fair and H.— Darling, why are you so sad? 
on no airs here, we don’t. We’re jist plain, everyday kind of folks, square rassle? Bet he kin! Shed SHE (gulping down a sob).—Oh 


and—-—here, you, Bill, keep your fingers out’n the teacher’s pocket; your coat andtry himone. No? Got 


dearest, I was just thinking this will be 


and, Buck, you give him back his watch and chain, or I'll larrup yougood! to be going? Well, youcome along our last evening together until to-morrow 





“As I was a-sayin’, mister, the teacher gin’rally boards here, and we'll make you rightto home!” night! 


ve was the first dress-reformer because she turned over a new leaf in 
early Fall fashions. 
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MURZA’S HOBBY. 


\ZHERE must be a lot of excitement in collecting postage-stamps if 

you can see it that way. Most of us are able to feel no titillation 

of the emotions in gazing upon a 

soiled British Guiana stamp of the 

issue of 1833, but there is no doubt 

that the same piece of gummed paper 

represents to somebody the highest 
form of Joy. 

It was so with Mursa Hadi. 
Mursa was a Persian, living in Paris. 
He had a wife; but he had consider- 
ably more than a wife, according. to 
his lights. He was the possessor of a 
stamp collection worth $12,000. He loved that collection long before he 
saw Mrs.'Hadi, and the evidence tends to indicate that he will continue to 
love it after he has forgotten Mrs. Hadi’s given name. So, when the lady 
threw off the matrimonial yoke and jumped the domestic state, carrying 
e-fe, with her the adored collection of postage-stamps, Murza’s first thought 

ie ROMS we Peter ne Ne SS was for his hobby. He was not above saying, when he finally found 

RETURN OF THE PRODIGAL. his wife, that he would have been better pleased to have recovered his 

stamps. Finally the matter was settled. Murza gave the lady $4,000 
CANNIBAL ISLAND Captive.— Great Scott! Am I the fatted calf? and their children in return for his collection. He is happy again. 

Murza has them all back, now—every beautiful stamp that he 

worked so hard to obtain. He has to do his own cooking, but that is 

THE FATE OF COUNTING NICK. nothing. As he sits with his microscope, counting the number of perfora- 




















AVE you ever heard the terrible tale tions along the edge of a New Caledonia issue, and rapturously noting the 
Of Nicholas Perkins Poppingale fact that the ink is slightly greener than the general run of New 
Who counted himself to death? Caledonia stamps, he is in ecstasy. This Borneo internal-revenue issue, 
He began by counting railroad ties, of which the letter “E” is slightly imperfect, looks like a gold mine to 
And then he fell to counting flies— Murzsa. That imperfect letter “E” is a nugget. Tf it had been an 
I’m sure it is n’t any surprise ordinary good letter he would have thrown it away. As it is, the 
That he finally lost his breath. catalogue says it is worth four cents. 
Murza’s mistake, and it is the mistake of every such hobbyist, was 
A promising boy was little Nick, that he fancied himself single when he married Mrs. Hadi. As a matter 
But the counting fever made him sick— of truth he was already wedded to a collection of postage-stamps. So, in 
I've heard of it before. going back to his stamps, he merely abolished a condition of bigamy. He 











When he took a step he counted that, 
He counted the purring of the cat, 
And counted the inches measured flat 
Of everything he saw 


is likely now to cling to monogamy as long as he lives—that is, unless he 
should suddenly be attracted to the collection of old coins. But this is 
not likely, 


When he tried to play he had to stop, 

For he could n’t keep up the count and hop 
As fast as other boys. 

It’s hard to run and count your strides, 

And count the other boys’ besides; 

And counting the pickets on all sleigh-rides 
Robs sleighing of its joys. 


At every meal he counted each bite, 
Which sadly impaired his appetite 
And made him very thin. 
He counted each cry the baby gave, 
When he went to sail he counted each wave, 
He counted the snores of his brother Dave 
And the hairs on his grandma’s chin. 


It’s a pitiful tale, and yet it’s true; 
And that counting boy was always blue— 

I never saw him smile. 
It’s all very well to count your cash, 
But counting the winks of a friend's eyelash, 
Or the number of bites in a plate of hash, 

Is really not worth while. 

N. P. Babcock. 


ot 


HIS SOLUTION. 


M**. Vansook (at the children’s party ).—1 declare, little girls 
and boys of twelve stay up half the night, nowadays! 
Mr. NewLyB est (adsently).—I suppose they acquire the 
habit while they are babies. 





Sa too stuck-up doesn’t pay: Ask the man who has been PREHISTORIC HUNTING: 
tarred and feathered. Tue First Decoy. 











fA “polished wiliain” is the chap who beats his bootbiack out of the 
price of a shine. ' 
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Pansy.— Well, did yo’ git dat ar marriage- 
license, Mosie? 
AT A STATE FAIR.’ 
Mud a foot deep. Mud all along a 
Carriages. Motor-cars. Farm 
wagons. ‘Trucks. Surreys. Victorias. 
Vans. Carts. Barouches. Landaus. 
Landaulets. Stages. |Buckboards. 
Dirt Carts. Village Carts. Chaises. 
Gigs. Express-wagons. Coupés. Dog- 
Everything that goes on wheels. All in 
All going.to the Fair. All full of 
What ’s mud when you’re 


N the mud. 
long road. 


carts. 
the mud.. 
contented people. 
going to the Fair? 

The Fair-grounds. Fifty cents. 
why not? Cheap for the Fair. 

The Domestic Exhibit. Patchwork quiits. 
Macramé lace things. ‘Tidies. . Embroidered 
Handkerchiefs. Table-cloths. Cosies. Shawls. 
Rugs. Mats. Carpets. Portiéres. Hoods. Wraps. 
Burnouseses. Scarfs. Slipper-patterns in all the primary colors —red, 
blue, yellow. Awful greens. Queer purples. Poisonous pinks. Farmers 
and their wives. Farmers look dazzled. Wives divided between admir- 
ation and envy. Suggestions absorbed at every point for making farm- 
houses more frightful than ever. Anything wrong about that? Why, no. 
What’s the matter with the primary colors? Who cares if macramé work 
and embroidered slippers are played out? If you don’t know it, it’s all 
right. Hooroar for the primary colors! This is the Fair! 

Farm Implements. Everybody leads the van. Whose mower 
ain’t the Best? No mower.on exhibition here! See the Reaper-and- 
‘Binder binding straw! Did you ever see anything like that before ? 
No? Why not? Because you don’t care a cuss about the Reaper- 
and-Binder. Well, yow’re all wrong. Care a cuss about the Reaper- 
and-Binder! ‘lake a friendly interest in it. If you can’t, why did 
you come to the Fair? 

Booths. Booths of all sorts. 
Milk. Candy. Cake. Ginger-snaps. Pies. 
if you want to eat anything at the Fair. 

Hold.on! - Here’s Frankfurter Sausage. Frankfurter Sausage and 
Beer. Beer and. Frankfurter Sausage. Beer. Frankfurter Sausage. 
Frankfurter Sausage. Beer. Miles of Frankfurter Sausages. Barrels 
of. Beer. No harm in. drinking the Beer. So much foam on each 


Certainly, 





Lemonade. 
Eat now 


Peanuts, Pop-corn. 
Only a few left. 


es 
ti" : = 
WHAT THEY ALL SAY. 


Mrs. Worm.— The worst of owning one of these two-family houses 
is that it’s so hard to get a good tenant. 


FALL, A YOUNG MAN’S FANCY —— 


Mosir.— Why, no, Ah didn't. 


on de way to de town-hall ———”’ 


Ah gets a huntin’-license instead! ’’ 








Yo’ see, Ah scares up a whole lot o’ rabbits 
P 


” 


an’ grouse, so 





a> glass that after three glasses you have to anchor 
yourself to a tent-peg to keep from floating up 
in the air like a toy-balloon. Frankfurter Sau 
sage boiled and then broiled. Good. - Try it 
when you get home. Who wants to get home? 
Plenty of Frankfurter Sausage. . Plenty of Beer. 
Stay at the Fair! 

The Race-track. A great reddish-brown 
ring of earth around a plain of greenturf. ‘Ihe 
grand-stand all black with people. People scat- 
tered all around. The horses are trotted out to 
warm them up. The people say: “That gray 
is bound to break,” and “That black’s won 
every race he’s been in this meeting.” Now 
they are stringing out as they come up to the 
Now they are off. Only they ain’t. They 
never are off the first time or the second. Or the 
third. Hear that bell clang after them. Now they 
are off, and they go around twice, and a bay horse that nobody talked 
about wins the heat. Lost your money, eh? Thought 
the gray would win, eh? Don’t think it was any 
sort of a start, eh? That’s all right! Look 
pleasant. ‘This isn’t any funeral. This 
is the Fair. 

Crowds. 
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line. 





Crowds of crowds. 
Crowds everywhere. All the crowds 
happy. Every individual member of 
the crowds happy. Forty thousand of 
them in one day. Not a man cross. 
Nobody rude. No drunks—if there 
are drunks, drunks not visible. Won- 
derful power of Frankfurter Sausage 
to counteract Beer. Everybody good- 
natured. Everybody civil. Everybody 
pleasant. Everybody under the influence 
of Frankfurter Sausage. Everybody under 
the influence of the Fair. 

Old Story? Certainly. Fat Pigs, Jersey Cows, Holstein Herd, 
idiotic Sheep, still more Crazy-quilts, Door-mats that would give your 
feet the jim-jams, Agricultural Implements: all over red paint, Big 
Pumpkins, Cucumbers six feet long. All.the Old But why 
not? Don’t you like it when you see it? Are n’t you proud to see all 
these thousands of American citizens taking it in and behaving decently? 

Isn’t ita good show? Take that imitation diamond pin out of the 
corner of your necktie, and say you're glad you came to the Fair! 

And wasn’t the Big Pig a big pig? 





Business. 


LIFE IN NEW JERSEY. 
geome. as 1 was saying, I'll try to get down to see you—szwat--- 
got him that time—néxt Saturday. 
Jones.—Do—szat—hold on! Let me belt that other one on your 
ear—swat—and bring Mrs. Brown and the children. 


FORCED TO BEG. 


M* Docoop.—You say you are unable to work for a living? Have 
you a wife? 
TiRED Tatrers.—Lady, I'll leave it ter yerself. How kin yer ex- 
pect a feller ter git married: dat wears sich clothes ez dese? 


WITHOUT A DOUBT. 


o0oK-AGENT.—Flere’s a book you can’t afford to be without—“ Every 
Man His Own Lawyer.” 

FARMER JONES (who once had a lawsuit).—Humph! I think an honester 

name for that book would be “Every Man His Own Worst Enemy.” 
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THE TARIFF TRIUMPH OF | 
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‘MPH OF FHARAOH WILSON. 

















SPEECHLESS. 


Isaacs.—Vot is der matter mit Abey ? 

Mrs. COHENSTEIN.—Ach! He gets himself mixed up mit dot poison- 
ify up in der Cadskills, undt for days undt days he iss not able to speak 
a vordt. 


MASKED AND UNMASKED. 


WAS at the latest masquerade 
I lost Belinda’s hand ; 
The trick that she upon me played 
Is plain to understand. 


She told me I might meet her there, 
But not in fancy rig; 

I’d know her by her raven hair 
She’d wear a brunette wig. 





Belinda’s blond and fair as May; But when the time came to unmask, 


So when I reached the ball Oh, how my head did whirl! 
I recognized her right away, What was the matter? Do not ask !— 
In spite of mask and all. I had another girl. 











Chess is the war-game. 
said. It is a good game. It trains the fighters of the world. But 
poker is the Higher Pragmatism. . Poker trains the world’s diplo- 
mats, who improve upon the fighters, who take up the burden where 
the military must set it down. Poker is universal. ‘There are only 
three things as universal as poker: Life, death, and love. And yet 
Jerome would “define” this mighty thing in a flippant paragraph! 


; aA 


THE POWER OF LAUGHTER, 


LY MISPLACED laugh will break up the sobbiest tragedy that 
fog ever trod in buskins. One hearty guffaw, galvanic and 
infectious, will smash a_ strike, stop a riot, end a revolution, 
start the clogged wheels of social intercourse, and change a duel into a 
handshaking contest. The very same laugh, otherwise placed, will 
star? a strike, bring on a riot, begin a revolution, strew sand in the 

gears of amity, and change a friendly discourse into a duel. 
Mighty is laughter. Kingdoms thrive by it and, when the 

tone slightly changes, fall by-it. The peasant’s merry peal 
becomes thin, peevish, arid cacophonous, and then begins 
the slide for life on the part of the Upper Ten. The 

opposite of laughter is not, as commonly supposed, 

tears. Laughter and tears are twins. The 
opposite of laughter is restraint. When the 
time comes that civilised persons have them- 
selves completely under control, there .will be 
no more laughter. Even now laughter ts 
showing a tendency to lose its red corpuscles. 
Which is why, perhaps, we think we ought to 
be getting better, and are surprised to find that 


we are not, 







A hundred or more prisoners in the Erie 
County, New York, jail got out of hand the 
ether day.’ They started a free-for-all in the 
good old hit-the-first-head-you-sce style. When 
the guards came in the prisoners turned against 
their common enemy, also in the good old manner. It looked bad. A 
hundred jail-birds, having little enough to look forward to, are unlikely 
to be delicate in: their actions. They began to howl. Just when things 
were looking worst the sheriff came into view. ; 

Lt was one of the prisoners who, without any good intention what- 
ever, restored order When he saw the sheriff he wanted to be insulting, 
so he cried out: “ Oh, you cutie. The sheriff was not a cutie. That 

was just the point. If the sheriff had been a 


,%? 








Belinda wore her own true locks, 
A perfect golden yellow, 

And sat all evening in a box, 
Along with the other fellow! 


Je» 


WHERE ANGELS FEAR. 


cS aig TRAVERS JEROME, formerly Dis- 

trict-Attorney of New York, stands guilty 
of defaming, obfuscating, and dealing in a contu- 
macious manner with the game of poker. Arrested 
for playing a little quarter-limit game in.a Cana- 
dian railway station, this famous lawyer “ defined” 
poker. He did not make an honest attempt to 
define the indefinable; he merely wanted to over- 
awe a poor litle Canadian J. .P. with a show of 
knowledge. In this intention he succeeded; but 





















cutie he would probably have had his head 
knocked off. Herein is the germ of humor, tt 
was a Stone- Age jest; and instantly the 
prisoners burst into. such a roar of laughter, 
and gave themselves so heartily to the joke, that 
they. permitted themselves to be locked in their 
cells without further trouble. 

Mighty ts the laugh. The great Crassus 
died from laughter on seeing a donkey eat thistles ; 
a certain mediaeval giant named Margutte died 
in a fit of laughing at seeing an ape trring to 
pull on his boots ; and the philosopher Philomenes 
also expired in the midst of a hearty laugh on 
finding that a camel had eaten the figs provided 
Jor his own repast ; and did 
not Dr. Jeddler look upon the 


worid as a great practical 











no true poker-player will ever forgive him for 
this definition: 
“ Poker is not a game of chance, but is based on 





MISTAKEN — 


the doctrine of probability and governed by the integrals of differential 


calculus.” 


This “definition” is not only incorrect; it is vicious and impertinent. 


Poker is nothing of the kind. Jerome knows it is nothing of the ki 
Jerome is a poor poker-player, but he knows that much about it. 


nd. 


He 


just wanted to bamboozle a Northern bumpkin. But-think of the havoc 
that will be wrought among the poor devils who, because they under- 
stand the integrals of differential calculus, are going to conclude that they 


can play poker! Why, the slaughter will be awful. 


Poker is not this or that; poker-is everything. It is the cosmic 
sport. It embraces luck, science,-manual dexterity, the fine arts, hus- 
bandry, athleticism, the knowledge and: practice of good liquor, acting, 
pantomime, elocution, philosophy, and palmistry, not to speak of a 
thousand qther forms of physical, mental, and spiritual effort. Poker is 
the attempt of mankind to reduce the Illimitable to fifty-two theorems. 





joke? Why not, instead of en- 
couraging our life prisoners 
to write lachrymose verses, 
put them in the way of start- 
ing a comic paper? | The 
guards could then be safely 
dismissed, 


THRIFTY. 
ge — Why did Ethel 


and George elope? 
ZULU.— Her father gave 
them what the wedding 
would have cost with which 


— FOR A DEAR. to begin housekeeping. 








Not a word against chess shall here be 
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THE OLD STAGER. 


O MATTER what is on the boards 
You'll always find him there, 
And always in the same old seat 
Up by the footlights’ glare. 
He sports an ancient swallow-tail 
Of faded, rusty black, 
And a frayed silk tie that fastens 
With a buckle in the back. 


At musical productions 
He will always keep his seat, 
But as a rule, when at a play 
Will beat a quick retreat 
Until the act is over, 
When again he’ll re-appear 
And sit forlorn, while other men 
Go out and have their beer. 


In most pathetic, trying scenes, 
When others round him weep, 
If he is sitting there in front, 
The chances are he ’ll sleep 
And nod, until the baton 
Of the leader gives a rap 
And the violins’ shrill squeaking 
Rudely wakes him from his nap. 


The funny man upon the stage, 
i Though witty he may be, 
Would count himself quite happy if, 
Perchance, he once could see 
A smile light up the visage 
Of this personage so glum, 
Who nightly in the orchestra 
{ Manipulates the drum. 


aA 


A PSYCHOLOGICAL DISCUSSION. 


“Dy” you ever think,” asked Mr. Norris of his wife, “how little indi- 

viduality there is in a person? How little that one can lay one’s 
finger on and say: ‘This is /, the true ego, the veritable Self.’ Indeed, 
I believe there is no such thing as an absolutely autonomous I, and that 
we are but a composite aggregation of transmitted attributes.” 

“T don’t exactly follow you, but I am sure you are talking bosh,” 
said Mrs. Norris, with a woman’s swift contempt for matters beyond the 
reach of her intellect. 

“Not at all, my dear. I was only thinking in what a slight degree 
each one of us is responsible for his actions. A person says: ‘I do ¢his 
of my volition,’ but in reality he is only meeting the irresistible force of 
a combination of hereditary traits working to certain and inevitable 
results. I will give you an easy example. I suppose you will admit that 
you can claim no more credit for your beauty, which you inherited from 
your mother, than for your money, which you inherited from your father?” 
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| WHY IS THIS PERSON CALLED “A PATIENT”? 
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PROBABLY NOT. 


MoTHER.—Why, Ethel, I’m shocked! 
a fib when she was a little girl, did you? 


You never heard mother tell 


“Oh, everyone knows that beauty is an accident of birth,” said 
Mrs. Norris, with proud humility. 

‘But where does this accident-of-birth theory stop?” 

“ How about my singing? I have taken a great deal of pains with 
my voice—and neither of my parents was musical.” 

“But you must remember your great-grandfather ran off with a 
French opera-singer. We hear her voice again in you.” 

“But if I had not possessed the ambition and the will to improve 
my voice s 

“You simply could n’t help yourself, my 
dear. Your great-grand-father was notori- 
ous for his strength of will; he defied 
his family when he made his 
mésalliance. As for your am- 
bition—it isn’t yours at all. 
You are descended from Aaron 
Burr, the most ambitious man 
that ever walked on this conti- 
nent. He is to blame for the 
slight obliquity which I some- 
times regretfully observe in your 
moral vision.” , 

** Nowsee here, John Norris!” 

“There you go; all fire in a 
moment! But I don’t blame you. Your 
grandmother was a very high-spirited 
woman. You know the story about her 
chasing your grandfather with a frying- 
pan full of boiling lard.” 

“Well, of all the disagreeable men—— 

“Now, don’t get off in one of vour tantrums; yet I don’t know that 
I can blame you if you do,” said Mr. Norris, judicially. “I remember 
the family tradition about that remote ancestress of yours who was once 
ducked in the horse-pond for being a common scold.” 

“A common scold? Well, of all the insults! But I won't stand it! 
I will zof stand it; do you hear? I will go to Reno to-morrow and 
stay there till I get a divorce!” 

“Get a divorce, eh? I’ve no doubt you will,” said Mr. Norris, 
placidly remounting his hobby. ‘I remember hearing my mother speak 
of the scandal your great-aunt Jane caused by separating from her hus- 
band in ’63.” 





THE GLAD HAND. 


FARMER MEDDERS.— These here 
city folks are more sociable than I 
thought. Look at this feller tryin’ 
ter shake hands! 


” 


I he rain falls on the just, but the man with the borrowed umbrella 
goes dry. 


is pretty hard to keep up much enthusiasm about the things that you have 
to do yourself. 











Made in America, Honored in France 








f gee EXTRA DRY 
ampagne 

Macs In Anamca- Honoaro In Faance 4 Ly 

ITS. inimitable flavor, its brilliancy, the charm q Gh eh Vil 


of its bouquet, makes one feel that this is 
indeed a delightfully rare wine. v' ,*! 


' ’ 4 
Great Western 

An American champagne, produced from the 
original formula of Dom Perigon, the first 
maker of champagne, the best French method 
of producing a rare, delightful, and delicious, 
sparkling wine. Its cost represents imported 
wine value, minus U. S. customs tax. 


Awarded Gold Medal in competition with finest foreign wines at 
PARIS, FRANCE, 1867, 1889and 1900; VIENNA, AUSTRIA, 
1873, and BRUSSELS, BELGIUM, 1887 and 1910, thereby ac- 
cepted and honored as superior, by European Connoisseurs, 


SEND FOR DESCRIPTIVE LITERATURE. 


Pieasant Valley Wine Co. 
Rheims, N. Y. 
GLDEST AND LARGEST MAKERS OF CHAMPAGNE IN AMERICA 





I thought you could ride! 
You don’t count donkeys, do you?—Punch. 


ETHEL.—Hullo! 
Jack.—So'l can! 


A teaspoonful of Abbott’s Bitters with your Grape Fruit 
makes an ideal appetizing tonic. Sample of bitters by mail, 
25 cts. in stamps. OC. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 


“SpEaKING of débutantes, did you see Miss Smythe coming out?” 


of shoulder-straps.”—oston Globe. 








“No; by the time I got there they had her fastened in with a couple 






Pears’ 


| Everyone admires a clear 
| complexion. It’s an open 
| secret that Pears’ Soap 
| has brought the glow of 
| health to millions of fair 
| faces. 


Sold in America and every other country. 


7165 AGAR 


“MADE AT KEY west 








ALESMEN making small towns, Whole Time 
S or Side-line, should carry our fast selling 
pocket side -line Special sales plan « ing 
return o: unsold goods. Makes quick eas 
sales. $4.00 commission on each order. SOME- 


THING ENTIRELY NEW. Write for outfit to-day, 
CANFIELD MFG. CO., 208 Sigel St., Chicago, Ill, 


DIAMONDS ON CREDIT 


Write for Free Catalog of Diamonds, Watches, Jewelry. 
Have any article sent to you prepaid. ‘If satisfac- 
nd us one-fifth of the perehese price and 

eep it »slance in eight equal monthly amounts. 
8n0s.4 CO. — E938 108 N. State St., CHICAGO, ILL 























OUTING HANDBOOKS 





< (peas 


THIRTY FIVE 


Already have been pub- 
lished. They deal with 
gardening, hunting, fish- 
ing, camping, dogs, horses, 
boats, exercise and 27 
other divisions of outdoor 
life. 

‘The Lexington Herald 
says “they are positively 
invaluable. Each one is 





DOOR 
PLAY. 








THE NEW TEXT- 
BOOKS FOR OUT- 


prepared by an authority 
and each is complete in 
itself; yet so perfect a 
component part of all that 


WORK AND 
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dark green volumes.” 

Superfluous paper and fancy binding are 
eliminated. Just meaty, interesting reading in 
attractive form. Price per volume 70 cents 
Ask your bookseller or send for free OUTING 
Handbook catalogue. 

| 


OUTING PUB. CO. 141 W. 36 ST.N.Y. 


pity to miss a single one of the little 
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everything.” 





Let t us tell: you about this “Policy 
The TRAVELERS INSURANCE COMPANY, Hartford, Conn. 


Send details of your Low Cost Monthly Income Policy. My name, address, date of birth 
and occupation are written below. 
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Brooklyn Life. 


“’Ardly, sir, ’ardly,” 
, @e ° . nO 
“ Heveryone’s praising you for inventing a new dance. 


Don’t Monkey WitHp—— 


The following notice is posted in an Iberville Parish saw 
mill; “Don’t monkey with the buzz-saw. 
New Orleans Picayune. 


Hands off!”— 


ROASTING THE UMPIRE. 


“T understand her husband is a baseball umpire?” 
And it’s great for her people.” 

“IT suppose they get passes to all the games?” 

It isn’t that. 


But every time they haven't any: 


one of her-relatives says: ‘Let’s go out @ 


the ball park this afternoon and roast Kitty’s husband.’”- 
| Detroit Free Press. 


Hero UNAWARES. 


Reginald de Bacchus, profligate son of a_ millionaifé 
soapmaker, sat up in bed and begged for water. 
‘This is the end of my social career, 
drank too much last night at the ball, and staggere:l 


“| 


into 


” he moane(. 


murmured his valet, apolog: ically. 
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Jewelry. 
"If satisfac 
ye price and 
ly amounts. 


CAGO, ILL, 


a little girl was thumping the piano to her heart’s content. 
A resident looked in at the door and smiled. 
Catherine,” she said, “if you’re sure your hands are quite clean.” | 







uspenders =*=s:/- 
Be sure ‘Shirley President’’ is on buckles 
The C. A. Edgarton Mfg. Co., Shirley, Mass. 





“Satisfaction 






“No. 









phone.” 











A DUEL WITH NO QUARTER. 


‘He is so near-sighted that I would be willing to 


bet my last cent that he will aim too high.”"-—Ze Rive. 


Sliced Oranges with a dash of Abbott's Bitters are 
appetizing and healthful. Sample of bitters by mail, 
25 cts. instamps. ©. W. Abbott & Uo., Baltimore, Md. 


THE Easier Way. 


“How did Calkins get the right to 
stick that ‘Hon.’ in front of his name? 
He never was in Congress, was he?” 
But once he impersonated a 
member of Congress over the tele- 
Exchan ve. 











PRECAUTION. 
In the deserted kindergarten room at the Settlement 





“Go right on, 
g 


“Qh, that’s all right, Miss Emily,” was the answer, ‘I’m 


” 


being very careful; I’m just playing on the black keys.”— | 
The Evening Sun. | 


Some of the boys had arranged for a nice little poker | 


party one night, and had induced Jones to be one of the| 


group around the table. 


He was twitted about his wife and | 


called a “wifey’s boy” until he couldn’t endure it, and he | 


bravely declared his independence. 

‘phone that he wouldn’t be home until after midnight. 
“What'd she say?” asked one of his friends. 
“Oh, I dunno,” admitted Jones. 


He notified his wife by 
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| 
“T hung up the tele- | 


phone as soon as I told her.” —Avgonaut. 
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THE OPTIC NERVE. 
Proof in Carbon Black, 8 x rz in. 


By W. E. Hill. 


PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. 
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PROOFS. Send Ten Cents for Fifty- 
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The Public 


Progress and Poverty ) Both 


By Henry George 


ONE YEAR for 
: s2 issues ) 91.00 








"|| The Public 


all and only the news that will live. 


class, corruption and greed. 
won, as it surely will be, 7he Pudiic will 


write your name on the margin 


| 
| 

land question. Two million copies sold 
| issues of The Public -—‘‘ the greatest journal 
| 





is invaluable to busy thinking people who want not 
merely to read about but to understand the 
cause of present day economic maladjustments. 


| 

| 

the work of editors and specialists who handle current topics fearlessly and 
impartially and who have strength of conviction and sympathy with the whole 
people in their struggle to get from under the dead weight of a privileged 
' 

| 


The Hon. JAMES W. BUCKLIN, Graud Junction, Colo., says 
Public the greatest force for democracy in the world. * * * 


“Progress and Poverty,” by HENRY GEORGE, is the greatest book ever written on the 
Cut out this advertisement, pin a dollar bill to it, 
A copy of “ Progress and Poverty” will be sent you, and 52 


THE PUBLIC, Ellsworth Blidg., 


In its News Narrative it gives 
Its editorials and special articles are 


“T consider 7he 
After the war is 
be found to have been the chief factor." 


of pure democracy in the world.” 


Chicago, Ill. 











— Baltimore American. 


visitor in the outer office. 
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and constantly sustained interest. 
than any other historical novels written since the elder Dumas 
laid down the pen. The deeds and the people with which they 
deal are such that most persons of ordinary culture are somewhat 
ashamed to be ignorant of them. ‘‘ Human interest’’ always 
prevails in these volumes and has given them their steadfast 
popularity. 


Fascinating Figures of the Past 


Here we meet Marie Artoinette, the ill-fated queen, centre 
of the most brilliant court in Europe, hurled from her throne by 
the rude hand of revolution, and passing, "mid the derisive roar 
of the mob, to her tragic death upon the guillotine. Here, also, 
we meet Frederick the Great, the eccentric Prussian, who, 
though he was endeared to his subjects as ** Old Fritz,’’ detested 
things German, always spoke French, and was not only the 
greatest general of his century, but played the flute like a master; 
Andreas Hofer, the Tyrolese patriot, who in his mountain passes 
with his little army for years defied the French and Bavarian 
forces sent to crush him; Napoleon (The ‘‘ Little Corporal,’’) 
commanding victorious hosts and bidding pathetic farewell to the 
Old Guard—the Old Guard that could die but never surrender. 
Around such great historical personages hundreds of minor char- 
acters play their parts in these absorbing dramas. 


Write Us At Once—To-day 


This is the complete twenty-volume (20-vol.) edition, fresh 
sets of which with a handome new back-stamp in gold design 
have just come from the binders. ‘The books are illustrated by 


“Ves; by de fault of de home pitcher,” explained the office-boy 





Twenty Thrilling Tales 
at 50c on the $1.00 


These are historical romances in a real sense—strong, vivid stories full of action, conflict, 
They have aroused more attention and been the subject of more talk 


“Don’t you think you ought to be treated for the drink habit?” 
“Well, that is a more economical way of getting 'em than buying 'em.” 


“Do I UNDERSTAND that the home team won by default?” asked the 


Buffalo 











TITLES OF THE 
20 VOLUMES 


Napoleon and the Queen of Prussia 
The Empress Josephine 

Napoleon and Bluecher 

Queen Hortense 

Marie Antoinette and Her Son 
Prince Eugene and His Times 

The Daughter of an Empress 
Joseph I. and His Court 

Frederick the Great and His Court 
Berlin and Sans-Souci 

Frederick the Great and His Family 
Goethe and Schiller 

The Merchant of Berlin 

Louise of Prussia and Her Times 
Old Fritz and the New Era 
Andreas Hofer 

Mohammed Ali and His House 
Henry VIII. and Catherine Parr 
Youth of the Great Elector 

Reign of the Great Elector 


The books are printed upon extra quality 
of paper from easy-to-read type, are attractive- 
ly illustrated and beautifully bound. Titles 
and ornaments are stamped in gold on the 
back. The size of the volumes is 554x746 
inches. 














40 handsome photogravures. We are offering the entire set 
at the special reduced price of $23.50. _ If you are satisfied 
with the books you pay us only $1.00 down upon acceptance, 
and thereafter $2.00 per month until the purchase price has 
been paid. If not, notify us and the books may be returned 
at our expense. You will have incurred no obligation what- 
ever. These books have delighted thousands at prices as high 
as $50.00—remember our price: only $23.50. Now is 
the time to act. Send in the coupon to-day. 


The University Society 
44-60 E. 23rd St., New York 





COUPON Pocx 
The University Society, New York 


You may send me for inspection, charges prepaid, 
a set of MUEHLBACH’S HISTORICAL ROMAN- 
CES, 20 vols., bound in cloth. After examination, 
if I decide to keep it I shall pay you $1.00 on accept- 
ance and $2.00 a month thereafter until $23.50 has 
been paid. If not, I shall notify you, so that you 
may arrange for its return at no expense to mec 
whatever. 

















(USE THE FAMOUS ENGLISH REMEDY 
Ltr ALS en ne 1 
SAFE. GENTLE EFFECTIVE FOR RELIEF OF 
RHEUMATISM 





HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


32, 84 and 36 Bleecker Street. 
BRANCH WAREHOUSE 





PAPER WAREHOUSE, 


:20 Beekman Street. { New YORE. 


All kinds of Paper made to order. 








or your choice of a thousand and one other 
valuable articles, which you can obtain 
without spending acent. Full particulars, 


OFFERS sent on receipt of 2c. stamp to cover 





SWAP your SPARE i st 
TIME for this RIFLE 
samples, and a copy of our new 64-page book of PRIZE 


NATIONAL SPORTSMAN MAGAZINE, 78 Federal St., Boston, Mass. 









postage. 
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Its DEEPEST 


“What does auto-suggestion mean?” asked Binks one day. 


“That ’s when your wife begins to 
in carfare if you had your own machine, 





No signs of a desire to annex Texas| 
appear in Mexico. —Columbia State. 





DIAMONDS ON CREDIT 


7 tehes, > 
Free Cateleg of Diamonds Wai B, powelry 
tory. us one- ith of the urchase price and 
keep it. balance in eight monthly amounts. | 
BROS.6 GO, Dept. E988 108 N. State St., CHICAGO, ILL. 

















OUT TO-DAY! 





Puck’s Monthly 
Magazine 


FOR 


OCTOBER 


Brimful of Fun from Cover to Cover 





Over Seventy Illustrations 
by the 
BEST COMIC ARTISTS 





Price Ten Cents per Copy 


All newsdealers, or by mail from the 
publishers oni receipt of price 


Address PUCK, NEW YORK 


OUT TO-DAY! 





























” replied Jinks.—Cincinnati Enquirer. 





MEANING. 





figure out how much you would save 





PUCK’S PORTRAIT OF 


Hon. Woodrow Wilson 


In Colors Size 14x21inches Price Ten Cents 


SECURELY WRAPPED AND MAILED 
ANYWHERE ON RECEIPT OF PRICE 


Att patriotic Americans should have a copy of this life-like 


critics to be the finest portrait on the market of the President. 


Address PUCK, 295-309 Lafayette St., New York 
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THE HUNGER-STRIKER’S HOME. 
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MASTER OF THE House.—What’s happening about the dinner, Mary? | 
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MAIpD.—’Fraid there ain’t going to be none, sir! | 

MASTER.—What? No dinner! 

MAID.—No, sir. The missus ’as come ’ome from jail, sir, an’ et hevery- 
think in the ’ouse!—Zondon Opinion. 





*“ Hoss” SENSE. 


A traveler in Indiana noticed that a farmer was having trouble with his 
horse. It would start, go. slowly for a short distance, and then stop again. 
Thereupon, the farmer would have great difficulty in getting it started. Finally 
the traveler approached and asked solicitously : 

“Ts your horse sick?” “Not that I know of.” “Is he balky ?” 

“ No, but he is so darned afraid I ’Il say whoa and he won’t hear me that | 
he stops every once in a while to listen.”—Saxdy’s Magazine. | 
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CHEER UP! 
By Leighton Budd. 
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Prerer.—And what was your occupation on 
earth, my good man ? 
NEW ARRIVAL (drave/y).—I was chief of a 
band of robbers. ° 
PsRreER.—Ah! Gas, meat, or coal ? 
—Sydney Bulletin. 


WuHat’s IN A NAME? 
Dey call him ‘* Bash” to rime mit gash, and ‘‘ Balk’ to rime mit 
chalk: 
Dey call him ** Bosh” to rime mit— gosh, I neffer heard such talk! 
I thought [’d find some pupils in America, but ach, 
Mein Gott! Ifow can a fellow blay who can’t pronounce it ‘* Bach.”’ 
— hicago Record-Herald. 


Mrs. Keepup made it her private and particular business 
to have whatever her neighbor had, whether it was a 
question of chickens or diseases, so when Mrs. Gotthere 
complained to her one day of insomnia, Mrs. Keepup was 
ready for her. “I have it, too, very badly at times.” 

“What do you do for it, Mrs. Keepup?” 

“Why, I have never found anything that did me any 
real good, except go to bed and sleep it off.” —Zvening Post. 


THe chief forest ranger of the big Government reserve 
along the Grand Cafion, in Arizona, had occasion lately, in 
the course of an extended trip, to travel as far east as Kansas 
City. When he returned to his post of duty he brought along 
an Irishman who had expressed a desire to go West and grow 
up with the country. 

When they struck the desert the Irishman looked for a 
spell at the dry and arid prospect. ‘Then he said: 

“Mister, I don’t want to say anything unpleasant about 
this country, but it looks to me like it would take nine acres of 
it to rust wan nail!”—Saturday Evening Post. 


DEEP BREATHING 


BELIEVE we must all admit that deep 
breathing is a very desirable practice. 
Furthermore, we know it to be a fact that 
not one person in twenty, or perhaps one 
person in a hundred, really breathes deeply. 
Every physician can verify the statement 
that we are daily called upon to prescribe 
drugs fer ailments that owe their cause 
directly to insufficient and improper breath- 
ing—Oxygen Starvation. 

Breathing is the Vital Force of Life. 
Every muscle, nerve cell, in fact every fibre 
of our body, is directly dependent upon the 
air we breathe. Health, Strength and 
Endurance are impossible without well-oxy- 
genated blood. The food we eat must 
combine with abundant oxygen before it 
can become of any value to the body. 
Breathing is to the body what free draught 
is to the steam boiler. Shut off the draught, 
and you will kill your fire, no matter how 
excellent coal you use. Similarly, if you 
breathe shallowly, you must become anzemic, 
weak and thin, no matter how carefully 
you may select your diet, 

I might continue indefinitely to cite ex- 
amples of the great physiological value of 
deep breathing. For instance, it is a well- 
known fact that worry, fear, and intense 
mental concentration practically paralyze 
the breathing muscles. This depressing 
condition can be entirely overcome through 
coriscious deep breathing. 

The main benefit of physical cxercise lies 
in the activity it gives the lungs. What we 
term “lack of healthful exercise ”’ in reality 
means insufficient lung action. Excrcise 
that does not compel vigorous deep 
breathing is of little real value. Unfor- 
tunately, few persons have the strength 
and endurance to exercise violently enough 
to stir the lungs into rapid action. This is 
especially true of women and also of men 
who have permitted their muscles to become 
weak. Common sense, therefore, dictates 
that the lungs should be exercised independ- 
ently through deep breathing gymnastics. 

— Puck. 


By D. O. Hanell, M.D. 





Unfortunately, few persons have the 
slightest conception of what is really meant 
by deep breathing. In fact, few physicians 
thoroughly understand the act. Ask a 
dozen different physical instructors to define 
deep breathing, and you will receive a dozen 
different answers. One tells you it means 
the full expansion of the chest, another 
tells you it means abdominal breathing, the 
third declares it means diaphragmatic 
breathing, and so on. 

Recently there has been brought to my 
notice a brochure on this important subject 
of respiration, that to my knowledge for the 
first time really treats the subject in a thor- 
oughly scientific and practical manner. I 
refer to the booklet entitled “ Deep Breath- 
ing,” by Paul von Boeckmann, R.S. In 
this treatise, the author describes proper 
breathing, so that even the most uninformed 
layman can get a correct idea of the 
act. The booklet contains a mass of 
common sense teachings on the subject 
of Deep Breathing, and “Internal Exer- 
cise.” The author has had the courage 
to think for himself, and to expose the 
weaknesses in our modern systems of 
physical culture. 

I believe this booklet gives us the real 
key to constitutional strength. It shows 
us plainly the danger of excessive exercise, 
that is, the dangcr of developing the external 
body at the expense of the internal body. 
The author’s arguments are so logical it is 
self-evident that his theories must be based 
upon vast experience. Personally, I know 
that his teachings are most profoundly 
scientific and thoroughly practical, for I 
have had occasion to see them tested with 
a number of my patients. 

The booklet to which I refer can be 
obtained upon payment of ten cents in coin 
or stamps by addressing Dr. von Boeckmann 
directly at 2610 Tower Bldg., 110 W. 40th 
St., New York. The simple exercises he 
describes therein are in themselves well 
worth ten times the small price demanded. 
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ALL’S WELL THAT ENDS WELL. . 
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“Even the little chicks fall for me!” 


























It. Iv. 


“And the boarding-school misses, too!” “Well, I ain’t such a bad-looking guy at that!” 

















v VL 
“What ’s the matter with the dog, I wonder!” ——- “I remember now! I was in such a hurry to git out on me 
beat, that I fergot to put me pants on!” 








